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Matrimony, or was showing signs of so doing, her

favorite expression was, "Well, I don't see what she

pees in him."

One of the things they had in common was music.

He liked music and she was able to play it, but that's

where her big toe pushed through her stocking and

almost showed her foot of clay ; she did not play as

well as her ability would allow. She had lost her

delicate touch playing for the gang. She felt that she

would not have time to practice and to keep pace with

the girls' parties, where it was "Play something, Ann,

and put some pep in it." And so her very good nature

took her away from the very good dancers who were

supposed to be the life of the party, and from her

WOTk.

At tJmes her forehead was a little tightened and

her eye a little worried. The gang was the cause of

that. She thought she should do everything to keep

up with, the others: she dressed-—well she appeared to

dre?!S as the others did, but she never forgot that she

was a Httle lady. :

If her brows were knit, it was not because she had

to strain to keep pace with her companions, as she

thought, but because she had to restrain herself to keep

back In the crowd with them. If her eye looked

strained, it was not from looking ahead to the leaders,

hut because she had to keep her head turned to look

back at them trailing her.

Here's the whole thing in a nut-shell, as Jimmy
gave it to me: she thought—to catch up to the bunch,

although she was letting the bunch catch up to her—

-

that 3he would bob her hair. She did; came home,

looked in the glass, threw herself on the bed, cried

herself to sleep, woke up, found a hair net, put up her

hair, and it's there yet; and Jimmy said: "Somehow,

you'd know she'd do just that." And now you have

her, and she had him.

II.

Around the first of November, he was talking about

taking a day of squirrel hunting, when he heard his

new-f(»und albatross that he had just hung about his

?ieck, say, "Oh! I'd just love to have a squirrel coat."

And right there our woman-hater resolved within him-

self to give his Vanity-fair a coat of squirrel if he had

to take every day in the year off, or had to shoot every

squirrel in the state.

And so he went gunning for squirrels! Like every-

thing else, he did not know much about the sport, but

l.e was willing to learn, with Bob and myself as com-

panions and tutors. He was a good listener and would

follow instructions carefully and zealously. Again, it

Avas something new for him. It meant getting up be-

fore d.aybreak, cooking a cup of coffee, and drinking

it as we munched a piece of bread before the fire to

keep at least one side of us from freezing.

Outside it was glorious; the moon and the stars in

the sky as clear as crystals, and shining on the frosted

grass so that it made it look like a deep dry snow.

The frost air cut our nostrils, and we could feel it in

every part of our lungs. Through the six-mile drive to

Leamey's woods we were tempted to stop a dozen

times to take a shot at a rabbit that would be dazzled

by the headlights of our flivver; but that was too

easiy, aside from its illegality and the fact that Jim

wanted to get squirrels or else see how it was done.

Out of its case he took his gun, shining like a

hound's tooth; it seemed a shame to take such a

beautiful piece of metal into the rusty wood; then

—

ssungk! sungk! a click, and the two shells are in and

the gun locked. The moon glinted on the heavy frost

that deadened the sound of his feet on the leaves, but

the frost was not lying dead, indeed it resented being

walked upon and nipped, occasionally, the toes that

trod upon it. Jim wouldn't admit to this part of it

but I vas close enough to know, and I can supply the

rest because I have been there so often myself.

Soon the nips came with greater frequency and

with more insistence, sometimes sending little mes-

sages up the shins; sometimes old Jack would get a

note of warning to the arms or to the back of the neck,

but Jim would shake it off and think it was some

sport. .

He found a tree such as he had been told to look

for—sure, this one must be full of greys; look at that

hole, look at the size of that trunk; all right, Mr.

Gray, first call to breakfast ! Bob had told him to

not shoot at the first one that came out but to wait

till two or three came out and then keep them from

getting back. So he sat down under a neighboring

tree to watch. I was sorry I had not told him to carry

his old overcoat to sit on, for those same stones are

not in the mood to give a warm reception after their

all-night vigil. ':
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The moon looked paler, and the stars,—where are

they? He looked over his shoulder slowly, and saw
that the East was beginning to change to a little color,

and to paint out the moon and stars. The foot that is

cramped, he slowly and carefully straightened out, for

now 3very sound would mean a delayed breakfast for

the Gray family, and his silence was surely golden.

He can now see the trees and even their few remain-

; ing leaves a little more plainly. He hears a chirp, a

little bark—but that's what imagination can do for

you, for it was only the call of a late red-bird as he

finds an early worm. But this disappointment had its

compensations, for he knew that the call of the bird

would not only aAvaken the gray squirrels, but also

would let them know that everything was all right.

We met again at the car, and not one of us had as

much as seen a squirrel, and what with the tension

gone Hiid tlic body relaxed, the cold had free sway to


